three is not a crowd 


Author: Sister Mary Badass 

Bands: Yes 

Characters: Chris Squire, Jon Anderson, Rick Wakeman 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jul Ol 2013 07:28:07 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


three is not a crowd 


Chris had thought Jon was asleep, tired out as he was from their long day. But no, Chris realized as Jon slid 
open one eye, and then both, suddenly perky and bright again He should know by know never to underestimate 
a Lancashire boy. Jon was wide awake, practically humming underneath his arm as they lazed together in bed. 
And he wanted something. 

| want to Try something." 

Chris readied himself. More often than not, those five words meant doubling studio time. Steve might cry. 

"Do you remember those erotic films we viewed?" 

Busty Blonde Bus Drivers 3 would never be forgotten 


"Only too clearly." 


"Do you remember the penultimate scene, when the heroine couldn't bring herself to chose between the 
firefighter and the policeman?" 


"Yes." He had marveled at the wonder of the human body and what it could do. Or, in that particular case, 


accommodate. 


"Well." Jon started to twirl a lock of hair around his finger. Oh, that was too adorable - and, Chris knew, a 
carefully calculated move to melt his heart. "I thought it looked..fun 


"Fun" 
"Yes." He blinked up at Chris, as if he were waiting for something. 
The penny dropped. "Are you saying that you want to try that?" 


Jon nodded, his head bobbing up and down like - "Well," Chris said, trying to think. "| guess we could buy 
another toy and-" 


"No," Jon said in a voice as small as he was. "Um. | just think it would be more fun with another person" 
They had discussed this before - bringing another person into their bed. For Jon's benefit, really - Chris was 
enough, more than enough, Chris was his everything, really, but sometimes he just wanted a little something 
else, a little bit more -Chris had no interest in anyone else. His primary objection was the fact that he didn't 
trust a stranger with Jon, but the circle of people they knew was limited, and neither of them wanted to ruin 


a friendship or working relationship. 


"If we were going to try this," Chris began cautiously. "It would have to be with someone very laid-back. 


Someone who wouldn't develop feelings, or become jealous, or get angry, or anything like that.” 


Jon grinned like he had predicted every word Chris had said. "I think | know just the man" 


"Rick, can | have a word with you?" 


Chris had tracked him to a quiet corner in a cheap little bar, and had brought with him as a gift two double 
whiskeys. 


"Sure." He looked at the drinks, and at his own bottle of beer. "Bit heavy.’ 
"Trust me. You'll need it. | have a favor to ask" Chris sat across from him and took a sip of his own drink. 
"Sure." 


Chris took a good look at him and tried to picture him naked. It wasn't difficult - they'd had to share a hotel 


room a couple of times before, and Rick was pretty casual with a towel. He supposed Jon could have picked a 


worse candidate. 

"Do you remember the time Bill replaced all the movies on the bus with pornos?" Chris began 

Rick snorted with laughter. "Ha. Yeah. Who could forget?" He paused. "Poor Steve." 

"Yeah, yeah. D'you remember the scene with the blonde woman, the firefighter, and the policeman?" 
‘OF course. I'm surprised you remember, though. | didn't think it was your, ah, cup of tea" 

"Its not. Jon's my cup of tea. And right now, my cup of tea wants two lumps of sugar." 

Rick narrowed his eyes. "What are you saying?" 


‘lm saying, Jon wants to try that. And his birthday's coming up, you know, so | thought I'd humor him." He 
paused. "And he wanted you to do it” 


"Wait. Wait a minute, mate." Rick paused, processing. "Are you saying Jon wants two willies up his bum?" 
Well, that was a particularly blunt way of putting it, but, "Yes." 

"And you want one of them to be mine." 

"That's the idea" 


Rick downed half of his glass in one go. Then he leaned forward, eyes narrowed. "You aren't making a pass at 


me, are you?" 
"No, Rick’ 

"Okay. Just checking” His eyes stayed narrowed. "Dyou think he can even do that?" 
"Are you going to be the one to tell Jon he cant do something?" 

"But he's so small! 


"Rick" Chris' voice dropped to a low and conspiratorial tone. "Trust me when | say he can do it. The only 


question here is, will you?" 


Rick sat back and considered. It would be fun, to be certain. They were his bandmates, so if there was some 
sort of fallout, it could get messy. Of course, since he and Chris shared the same trait of ‘not giving a fuck, it 


would probably be fine. 


And Jon was really hot. 
His mind was made up. 


"I'll do it," he declared, forcefully taking another gulp of whiskey and slamming the glass onto the table with a 


bit of excessive force. 

Chris grinned, a sharklike smile. "There's a good man" 

As if by fate - sweet, miraculous fate - the normally stingy management managed to accidentally book 
everyone into single rooms with queen-sized beds, rather than the usual cheap double rooms. By the time 
they finally got there, nobody felt up to dealing with it, so the band was warned not to drink the entire minibar 
and summarily sent off to their solo rooms. 

As if also by completely coincidental happenstance, Jon and Chris' rooms were connected by a door that had 
been left unlocked. Chris threw his bag onto his bed and reached out into the hall just in time to snag Rick, 
who was slouching by with a bucket of ice. He yanked him inside. 


"Chris, what the-" 


"Ah, | see you have ice. How nice. Shall we go pour ourselves a drink while we wait for Jon to get out of the 


shower?" 


Rick may have played the buffoon for the press, but he was quite sharp underneath all the beer and curry. 
"So, tonight's the night?" 


"If you're up for it! 
Rick glanced down at the front of his trousers. "Im sure I'll get there” 
Chris laughed. "You're all right, mate." 

"Yeah, yeah. How about that drink?" 

The rum was cheap and the coke was flat, but at least the ice was cold, 


When Jon stepped out of the shower, wrapped in a too-big towel, he looked surprised, but only for a moment. 


Then he looked very pleased, with himself and with the situation at hand. 
"Happy birthday," Chris grinned. 


"Oh, thank youl" Jon replied, hugging the towel around him like a blanket. 


"You must be so tense after today," Rick began. He and Chris had coordinated their plan of attack very 
carefully. In situation like this, with so many limbs and bits involved, one had to. "Come, lie down. You want a 


massage?" 
"A- a massage?" The word brambled over Jon's Lancashire accent. 


"Yes, we thought you could use a little relaxation," Chris said, producing a bottle of rather expensive massage 


oil. Only the best for his Jon. 
‘Oh, yes please," Jon nodded eagerly, looking at their strong, capable hands. 
Rick patted the bed "Come lie down" 


Jon dropped the towel and scampered over like some sort of wood-nymph finally set free. He belly-flopped 
onto the bed between Chris and Rick, grabbing a pillow to hug beneath his chin. Jon was a small fellow, but 
lying there, he seemed to be made up of miles and miles of smooth, creamy, touchable skin. Chris popped open 
the bottle, filling the air with a light coconut scent. He poured a small amount onto his hands and passed it to 


Rick. "Not too much," he warned. "Wouldn't want to run out." 


"Gotcha," Rick said, and began to rub over Jon's shoulders, seeking out every knot of muscle and bit o tension 


he could find and soothing it all away. 


Jon sighed with happiness, particularly when Chris began tot ouch him as well - carefully, all along his lower 
back, dipping into the curve of his spine and over onto his arse. Chris squeezed. Jon squeaked. Rick chuckled, 
and mirrored Chris' motion. 


"Boys," Jon playfully scolded. 

"Hey, its a muscle," Rick defended. 

Jon melted into their touch as they spent long, slow minutes rubbing over his whole body - long enough for 
his hair to dry almost completely. By the end of it, he smelled like a relaxing tropical island, was completely 
relaxed, and was very, very aroused. He wiggled his hips, trying to get comfortable. Rick noticed - they both 
did - and he raised an eyebrow at Chris. Chris nodded in response. 


"Would you like to start?" Chris offered politely. 


"Sure," Rick agreed, taking the bottle of oil and pouring some onto his hands. "Jon, be a dear and spread your 
legs a bit, would you?" 


‘Oh, yes sir," Jon breathed, squeezing the pillow beneath him in excitement as Rick carefully probed over his 
entrance. Life was all about challenging oneself and having fun, he thought, and Rick and Chris - well, they were 


a bit of both. 


"Rick - oh, your fingers, they're - they're quite magical," Jon gasped. How long he had waited for Rick to play 


him like one of his keyboards, and now - now - now he was! "Chris?" 
His lover came into view, kneeling by the side of the bed. "Yes, dove?" 
"Before we - could we-" 


"Don't worry. | discussed it with Rick," Chris grinned, his voice dropping deceptively low. "He's very much looking 


forward to having a go at you." 


"The man speaks the truth," Rick commented casually while sliding in yet another finger, and twisting them just 
enough to make Jon yelp. "What d'ya say, Fishy? He good to go?" 


Chris had stood by this point, and Jon couldn't see whatever silent gesture he made. It must have been 


affirmative. 


"Jon, if you wouldn't mind sliding that pillow down under your hips?" Rick asked politely. Jon, still on his 
stomach, did just that, and spread his legs a bit more, for good measure. 


"Good boy," Rick praised, ruffling Jon's hair. He kept his hand there to gently hold Jon's head down so that Jon 


couldn't see what was happening. 


He could feel Rick above him - a large, comforting presence, so like and so unlike Chris. He could feel the 
feather-touch of Rick's hair as it brushed over his back. And he could feel when Rick entered him - slowly 


and carefully, sure of Jon's desire but unsure of his capacities. 


‘Its okay," Jon whispered, encouraging his wizard. He pushed back - as much as he could, pinned by Rick to the 
bed - trying to get more, more, trying to fill himself to the brim-full. That's what this whole thing was all 
about, really. Had been from the start. 


"You really are a little slag, aren't you?" Rick whispered in his ear, hot breath dancing over his neck, hands 
gripping at his hips. "ld ask you how you like it, but | bet you like it every which way, hm? Slow and steady?" 
His hips dragged to a halt. Jon whined in protest. "Or hard and fast?" He began to thrust, his words matching 
his actions. "You like this? Getting fucked by another man while your boyfriend watches?" 


"Nnnh," Jon replied He did like it. 
Chris liked it too, not that he would admit it. There was something benevolent about letting Jon take another 


lover, allowing someone else access to his little slice of heaven. Not to mention it was always hot to see Jon in 


action, no matter who he was with. But Chris had his limits. 


"My turn," he informed Rick, nudging his shoulder. "Wouldn't want you going all soft on us, now, would we?" 


"There's really no danger of that," Rick replied, but willingly slid off of Jon. The smaller man stayed on his 
stomach, hands gripping the headboard as he waited for Chris to enter him. He did not have to wait long. 


His Fish was familiar, but at the same time, every time was totally new, because he never quite knew what 
Chris might do on any given occasion. This time, Chris seemed intent on teasing him, thrusting ever-so-slowly 


in, his way already eased by Rick's girth and the liberal application of the oil. 

"Oh, might you not go harder?" he begged. 

"What, and tire you out?" Chris chuckled in reply. "Wouldn't dream of it” 

"You are a wicked one." 

Chris didn't reply. He only took his sweet time sliding into Jon, and out again Jon tried to move his hips, tried 
to get a little more speed, a little more force - a little more anything - but he was pinned down by Chris, 
who, as usual, wanted to do things exactly at his own pace. It was much more fun in the bedroom than in the 
studio, but maybe not right at that very moment. 

Finally, Chris decided everyone was ready. 

"All right," he declared, slipping off of Jon. "Rick, over here. On your back, if you please." Rick complied amiably. 
"Now Jon, if you'd just straddle him like this." Chris guided Jon's body. Not that Jon needed help getting into 


position He was more used to riding when the only surface they had was a couch in a dressing room, not a 


lavish bed, but it was quite exciting, quite new. Chris moved behind him. 

"Good boy," Chris whispered, running his hands over Jon's shoulders and down his arms. "Ride him." 

Jon slid onto Rick's cock with practiced ease, hands clutching at the bedsheets, hips shifting in the up-down, 
up-down rhythm he loved so. Chris let him go for a few minutes, keeping his hands tight on Jon's hips, 
controlling the pace. Rick, an easygoing fellow by nature, seemed more than content to lie back and relax, golden 
hair splayed all around him. 

"Slow, slow," Chris instructed, placing yet another dollop of lube on his fingers - he would have to leave the 
maid a rather large tip, the bedsheets would be absolutely ruined - and sliding one, very carefully, into Jon. 
Jon moaned wantonly. 

"You like that?" 


"Oh - oh, more, please," Jon begged. 


Chris didn't give in just yet. "How are you doing down there?" 


"Just peachy, mate. Gonna join me?" 


"Soon" Chris slid another finger in, trying to ignore the fact that he was definitely touching Rick's dick. Eh, 


what was a little cock between friends? 
Or, not so little, as the case was. 
"Do it," Jon whispered. 


"You are not the boss, little Napoleon," Chris said fondly, but he was never really able to say no to Jon. He put 
some more of the massage oil on himself - it had proved an excellent investment - and slowly, achingly slowly, 


slid into Jon. 


It was tight. Tighter than ever before, and that was saying something. Jon stopped in the middle of taking a 
breath, and he had to remind himself to breathe, relax, breathe, relax. The usual aching stretch of penetration 
that he craved was doubled, and it was so, so good. He spread his legs as much as was possible in his position, 


moving in tiny, careful motions as he felt the two cocks slide against each other, against him. 
"Is it Too much?" Chris murmured, a little worried. Jon was so tiny, after all. 


"No, it's - lovely, I'm-" so full, he couldn't say, the words catching in his throat. So full of love, and friendship 
- and cock - that he thought his heart would fair burst. Certainly, it swelled. So did other parts of him. 


One of Rick's hands reached up to grasp his shoulder, while the other went to his hip. Chris mirrored the 
motion, and together they enclosed Jon, anchored him. Slowly, Jon started to rock his hips back and forth, 
started to shift his body up and down. It was harder to find a rhythm with three, when he was only used to 


two, but they weren't professional musicians for nothing. 


Jon rolled his hips, and Rick gasped, digging his hands into Jon's soft skin. He couldn't move, could only lie back 
and feel, but he trusted Chris, and Chris was in control. 


Jon trusted Chris too. 


"Up," said the fish, grabbing Jon's hips, slowly pulling him up, further onto his knees. Jon made a noise of 
protest, both at the loss of contact and at the burning in his thighs, but Chris shushed him with a kiss to the 


neck. 
"Rick," he said, voice rough. "Move. Slowly." 
Now freed - a bit - to move, the pianist thrust carefully upwards, sliding into Jon's welcoming body. The elfin 


man shivered. "Again," Chris said, and Rick did. "Now out" Rick pulled out, and so did Chris, leaving only the 


heads of their cocks inside Jon, who whined. 


"No - please - oh, why are you being so mean-" 


Chris slid a hand around to cover his mouth. "Together, on three," he informed Rick, and tapped out the count 
on Jon's hip. 


"One - two - three." 

Jon screamed. 

The noise was muffled by the hand clamped over his mouth but all three of them could feel the vibrations as 
Chris and Rick thrust into Jon in unison. Chris loosened his hand a little as they repeated the motion, and Jon's 


scream became a long, high moan. 


One of his hands wandered in the direction of touching himself, but Chris stopped it before it could get there. 


"You come on our cocks, or you don't come at all," he growled, nipping at Jon's earlobe. 


The musicians had picked up their tempo, and drove into Jon together, thrusting in and out as a unit, fucking 
their alto mercilessly. And Jon, held in place, could do nothing but take it. He shook and shivered and moaned 


and groaned and, finally - when his orgasm hit him in a peak of white - went silent. 


He went boneless, relaxed even further into the grip of Rick and Chris, and let them pound further into his 
spent body. He loved it, he did - the feeling of being used, of being completely under another man's power. 


Two men, now, that was practically lavish. 

It was impossible to tell who came first, but it was a close call, Rick and Chris freezing and groaning at the 
same time - Jon loved it, loved the similarity, loved the difference, Chris' teeth in his shoulder, Rick's magic 
fingers at his hips, loved the feeling of being warm and filled. 

Once they managed to catch their breath a bit, Chris was the first to remove himself. He did it slowly, 
carefully, all three of them being even more sensitive than usual. He helped Jon lift off Chris, sticky hotness 
oozing out from between his legs. He felt delightfully dirty. But a bit empty. He hoped Rick wouldn't want to 
leave right away. The keyboardist sat up, cracked his back, stretched a little. 


"I took the liberty of requesting a room with a Jacuzzi tub," Jon admitted shyly. Chris perked up immediately. 
Rick froze, already drifting towards the minibar. 


"| suppose we could all stand a bath," Chris allowed. "Will it fit three, Jon?" 
Jon nodded eagerly. 


"Well then, Rick?" 


"Sure," Rick grinned, cracking open a cold bottle of beer. "Don't want to go around smelling like coconut all night." 


Jon smiled. He couldn't wait for them to smell the bubble bath. 


